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crane-necked vases, too many blinds and curtains
looped and festooned about the windows. The
whole effect was fusty, musty, and dusty. It needed
destruction, it needed air. The very satin was
fastened to the chairs with aggressive buttons.
Everything had something else superimposed
upon it; the overmantel bore its load of ornaments
on each bracket, the mantel-shelf itself was decked
with a strip of damask heavily fringed, the piano
was covered over by a square of Damascus velvet,
on which more photographs and more ornaments
were insecurely balanced. In the centre of the
room stood a sociable, also buttoned to itsx cover;
a sociable on which two persons might sit, facing
one another, but properly divided by the arm and
wriggle of the S. Sylvia remembered that Romola
Cheyne had once said that the S of a sociable
stood for Sex. That was the sort of joke that made
the King laugh, and kept him in a good temper.

When Lady Clementina heard "Lady Roe-
hampton 1" announced, she looked up expecting to
see her own mother; but it was no dowager that
entered the room, but a radiant Sylvia with Mar-
garet in tow. Charm was so much second-nature
to Sylvia, that she must exert it even in her sister-
in-law's drawing-room. She rustled forward,
avoiding the obstacles, filling the air with un-
accustomed scent; she was as full of voluptuous-
ness as a cooing pigeon. One could almost believe
that her soft generous curves bruised themselves
against the bony protuberances of the assembled
ladies. For a tea-party of ladies was in progress.